But the reader has his own problems with depravity, precisely because it is so hard to dissociate the trappings from the trap, to distinguish the counterfeit vices from the true?only God can tell the satanic from the suburban. Still, depravity is always with us, invariably flaunting the same stigmata of sexual heterodoxy, ad diction to narcotics and the rejection of middle-class haberdashery all the way down the line (I mean, from haircuts to socks, or rather the absence of both). There is something unassumed about it which will always find a Voice, as Mr. He compares his efforts, "scratching for the right words," to those of Paul Klee who "scratched for seven years on smoked glass to develop his line." And indeed, it will be the perfected line that insures the poem, saves it from all the disasters and disorders of a lifetime, the damages of mere perversity:
Let the heart's pain slack off To that secret place we go to in time Without rhyme's safety to assure us,
